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	1. The Demonic Sisters

**Hello my friends! Before you start reading, I'd like to point out that this story is in fact a spin-off from one of my earlier fanfics, the 'Into The Darkness' series. It's not entirely necessary to read these fanfics first, but it may help you to understand some things in this story. Also, I'd like to give a shout out to my dear friend Baekho0123, she's been a great help to me while I tried to figure out the plot for the story. I couldn't have done this without her help. ****Thanks girl, you are awesome~!**

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter 1<strong>

**The Demonic Sisters**

A strong gust of wind caused the rain to hit the windows of the stores in the empty street, accompanied by a rather unpleasant kind of cold. With this kind of weather, you'd almost forget that it was actually summer, but right now it kind of felt like autumn had already arrived. Finn Bálor let out a slightly annoyed, shivering groan and pulled the zipper of his black, leather jacket up, fully closing his jacket. After that, he took a few seconds to fix his jacket's collar, making sure the cold and rain wouldn't get to his neck.

'Ugh... damn it...' he mumbled, his Irish accent clear as day.

You had to be a fool with nothing better to do if you went outside in the night in the middle of the rain. If you didn't have any real reason to go out with this weather, the best thing for any person to do was of course to stay inside, relax on the couch with a hot cup of tea and perhaps enjoy some show on TV... but Finn had never thought of that whenever he went out at night. No, there was no time for staying inside. Because when night fell, he had to go to work. And that kind of work was everything but normal.

Finn Bálor was a demon hunter.

If you would ask a person who was skeptical about the existence of demons or any other kind of supernatural being for that matter, they would naturally deny such a ridiculous thought like that. Humans are the only real thing, there would be no way in hell our world could be inhabited by paranormal creatures. They were merely fiction, characters in old myths and horror stories. Finn couldn't disagree more with people like that. For many years, he had encountered many demons, some of them benevolent, but most of them malicious. And it were the demons who wished to do harm to humanity that Finn had to eliminate. He had studied demons, knew about their different kinds of powers, the kinds of demons that there were out there; and oh yes, there were many demons who dared to blend in with the humans, waiting for their right moment to strike. It was Finn's task, his life goal, to protect humanity against supernatural evil. If people were so grateful for him saving their lives, they would often offer money, which Finn would rarely accept. Money was the last thing on his mind while protecting humanity.

The demon hunter had worked on many cases during his career and tonight there weren't any reasons to stay inside for tonight; another case was waiting to be solved.

During the past couple of months, a couple of men had gone missing in this city. Sure, every now and then people are unfortunate enough to go missing, but the number of men disappearing without a single trace in such a short time was enough to catch Finn's attention. There was something about this case that didn't quite feel... normal. With a bit of help from a close friend of him who worked at the police in this city, Finn was able to find out that all of the missing men were last seen in a strip club that had been recently opened in the center of the city. It was that same friend who shared that same thought the demon hunter; this case was a bit too strange. Of course the police had been searching around for a clue that could lead them to the missing men at the strip club, but nothing had been ever found, as if they had simply disappeared into thin air once they would set foot into that damn club. And that's when Finn came in. After a bit of investigating, he found out who the owners of the club really were. Tonight was the night he was finally going to confront them.

The demon hunter saw a red glow lightening up the wet street and sidewalk in the distance. That glow was coming from a huge neon light attached to a building that was established right on a corner, which would most likely lead to an alley. Music could be faintly heard; there was no doubt that it was coming from inside the building.

'The Bella Club...' Finn mumbled when he read the text the red neon light spelled out as soon as he got closer. 'What do ya have to hide for me?'

Finn was convinced that the answers to this strange case were hidden right here, inside this strip club. He was going to get them, one way or another. The demon hunter turned around the corner, assuming that the entrance to the club was there. And he was right about that; the entrance was located in the alley, where he was greeted with the smell of garbage and the sound of rain dripping down the iron frames of the ladders that lead to the other buildings' fire escapes and the downspouts. Just as Finn entered the alley, he saw a skinny stray cat scavenging through some torn open garbage bags in an attempt to find a scrap of food. As soon as the hungry animal spotted him, it ceased its search and quickly took off, disappearing into the darkness of the alley. The front door of the strip club was made of metal and had a small hatch. Finn knocked on it three times, hoping the bouncer could hear him despite the loud music. It didn't last long before the hatch was opened, exposing a pair of eyes glaring right at him.

'You again?' the deep voice of a man asked behind the door. 'What do you want?'

'I'm here for business.' Finn answered. 'Could ya let me in?'

For a little moment, the bouncer didn't say anything, as if he was considering whether he should let this man, who had been visiting the strip club a few times without paying any money to the girls in there, enter the building. Then the hatch suddenly closed and few clicks could be heard. The door opened with a loud creak, but the bouncer who was now standing in the doorway refused to stop glaring at Finn.

'Fine. Get in.'

As soon as Finn entered the strip club, he was greeted with loud techno music, the smell of cheap beer and the shattered dreams of all the strippers who worked at Club Bella. Spotlights were aimed at the girls on the various stages, who were clad in the most revealing outfits and dancing around the poles as erotically as they could, hoping they would be able to collect as much money as possible by the end of the night. The interior of Club Bella consisted mostly of different shades of pink and red, but it didn't soothe the humiliating feelings some of those strippers must've felt. Numerous men were gathered around the stages, cheering the girls on and throwing dollar bills at them. A wolf whistle could occasionally be heard. Finn couldn't help but hope for these girls that they all could find a better job in the future. But now there wasn't any time to think about that; he had some 'business' to discuss with the owners. He headed straight to the bar, where some of the men visiting the strip club decided to sit down to have a drink before continuing to gawk at all the flesh. The demon hunter sat down at the bar and immediately noticed the bartender, a man in his early fifties, filling up a glass with beer.

'Hey, you over there.' Finn said, his voice loud enough to be heard over the music. The bartender heard him and put down the glass of beer.

'Good evening, pal. What do you want to drink?'

Finn shook his head. 'No drink for me, thanks. I need to talk to the owners of the club. It's for business.'

'Business, you say?' the bartender asked, slightly frowning. 'Alright... hold on a moment.' He fetched a walky talky from the pocket of his beer-stained jeans, pressed a button and held it close to his ear. So far it surprised Finn how easy the security from this club could be fooled; were they perhaps unaware of the owners' true identities?

'Hey, Ms. Nikki?' the bartender said, covering his ear with his hand. 'I've got some guy over here who says he has business with you and your sister? Is it okay if I let him in?' He listened to what was said on the other side of the walky talky and briefly nodded. 'Okay then. I got that.' The bartender put away his walky talky and looked at Finn. 'Their office is in the back of the club.' he said, pointing to his right. 'The door is open.'

'Thanks.'

Finn got up from his seat and walked to the back. This was it, this was the moment. There was no way in hell the owners could deny the involvement in the case of the missing men, he could sense it if they were lying; it was a special kind of talent for most people.

The door was indeed open, like the bartender told him. As soon as Finn opened the door, he somehow expected an ambush, the final part of making him believe that the security was so easy to trick... but it didn't happen. But ambush or not, it didn't mean that Finn should let his guards down. The lifestyle of a demon hunter was not only dangerous... but also unpredictable.

The interior of the backroom looked luxurious, nearly calming even. The walls were decorated with a dark red wallpaper with elegant designs, the carpet was dark grey. A large, C-shaped aquarium was placed behind the large black leather sofa, where colorful, tropical fishes swam around in the clear water. A wooden desk was put way in the back of the room with piles of paperwork on it. A gorgeous-looking young woman with long brown hair and red lips, who was sitting behind the desk, notices Finn entering the backroom and got up. But it was not only her who noticed him; the same went for her twin sister, who had been lazily lounging on the sofa.

'Well, I'll be damned...' the woman said with a smirk. 'Look at here, Brie. If it isn't Finn Bálor, the Bastard Demon.'

It was a nickname that Finn had heard many times, but there was no way he could ever get rid of it... that was because it was the truth. It was written all over his aura, for every demon to see.

Finn Bálor was not entirely human; and he was hated by many for that.

'What do you want here?' Brie asked, getting up from the sofa. 'Don't you have better things to do? Or are you tired of betraying your own kind?'

'We need to talk, Nikki and Brie.' Finn said, ignoring the insult. 'And I'm pretty sure ya know what it's about.'

The two sisters briefly glanced at each other and didn't say anything, as if they considering to talk to him. Then they both glanced back at the demon hunter, with a rather arrogant smirk on their faces. 'Okay then... we will talk.' Nikki said. 'But close the door, will you? Nobody likes eavesdroppers, you know...'

Finn nodded and closed the door behind him with the soft click, immediately slightly muting the music back in the club. As soon as the door was closed, Nikki got up and walked towards the demon hunter, the smirk not ever leaving her face. Brie got up from the sofa and joined her twin sister.

'Well then, let's get started.' Nikki said. 'I hope you're not going to waste our time with this.'

'Oh, ya don't have to worry about that.' Finn answered. 'I am going to assume that this is going to interest ya two a lot.'

'Really?' Brie asked. 'Tell us.'

'I'm pretty sure you have heard the news of all those men who have gone missing lately. Most of them were married, even had children... but the most interesting part is... before they all vanished, they were last seen in this strip club. And I know for a fact that the two owners of this club are in fact demons...' Finn glared at the twins. 'So tell me, ya two... what have you done to them?'

Amused chuckled escaped past the lips of the twins. 'Come on now, Finn.' Nikki said. 'Do you honestly think we have something to do with this? I'm sorry to tell you this, but you are wrong. All wrong. You don't know what really happened. Those men could've finally realized that their lives were one big failure when they were here and decided to take off, you don't know what could've-'

'Bullshite!' Finn hissed, interrupting the female demon. The smirks almost immediately disappeared from the demonic sisters' faces, realizing that he had seen right through the lie. 'Ye're lyin', Nikki. Don't try to deny it. I can see it in your aura that ye're lyin', there's no way you can lie yourself or your sister out of this. Now listen to me and listen to me good... I'm giving ya a chance here. Ya two better stop with what ye're doin' and get the hell out of this city while you can. Hell, ya can even go back to the Demon Realm if ya want to, but if ya dare to make any more victims, I'll be comin' back for ya... and I won't give ya a warning next time. Got it?'

Nikki and Brie stared at Finn, completely speechless. The demon hunter turned around and headed back to the door, assuming that his warning would get through the twins' heads. There were only rare chances where he would give demons a chance to stop with their practices and turn their lives around, even offering them the chance to go back to their home world, the Demon Realm. Hopefully the sisters would be wise enough to makes that decision.

But before the demon hunter could touch the doorknob, a huge weight could be felt charging into his back and pinning him down to the ground with a painful thud. Before Finn could fight back, he was turned around on his back and once again held down by two pairs of arms. Big grins were displayed on the twins' faces, along with a sinister look in their eyes; Finn quickly realized that being given a chance to stop meant nothing to them.

'Do you really think we can let you leave, you stupid freak?' Brie said. 'We are not idiots, you know!'

'Yes, we have consumed the life forces of those men when we lured them into our office, but don't forget that we're just like those stupid humans you love so much, Finn.' Nikki said. 'We are just trying to come around. But unfortunately for you, you already know too much. And that's why me and my dear sister think it's better to get rid of you. But don't worry, if you don't struggle too much, your death is going to be quick and painless... and I think we're also doing all the other demons out there a huge favor by killing you!'

No... they were wrong... he was not going to be the one who was going to die tonight.

These dark powers had been hiding inside Finn's body for as long as he could remember; this was the right time to put them to good use. He allowed all the energy he had to flow to his arms, rapidly multiplying his strength. It was crashing through his veins, he could clearly feel it. He knew that his skin was coloring pitch black and his veins blood red as he was controlling his powers. With a loud roar, Finn broke free and shoved Nikki and Bella off of him with an incredible superhuman strength, sending the twins flying through the room and crashing into the aquarium. Glass shattered into many tiny pieces as the water flowed out, taking the unfortunate fishes along with it. Nikki and Brie landed on the ground, the water soaking their clothes.

'Why you, you...' Brie growled furiously. 'You... fucking freak!'

Letting out an infuriated scream, Brie charged right at the demon hunter, red energy crackling around her fists. But unfortunately she wasn't fast enough to reach him before he could pull out his pistol, loaded with bullets crafted from rock salt. Finn aimed his pistol right at Brie and fired, launching a bullet right to her head. Bullets made from rock salt would only weaken a demon if it was fired somewhere else on another spot on the body... but no demon has ever survived a bullet to the head. The bullet pierced right through Brie's skull, instantly killing her. She dropped to the ground; it lasted less than two seconds before a small blood of blood formed around her head.

'No!' Nikki screamed in horror. 'Brie!' With her eyes practically radiating with hatred, she glared at Finn. 'She was my sister! You'll pay for this! I'll kill you! I'm going to fucking kill you!'

Just like her now-deceased sister did, Nikki charged at Finn, ready to rip his throat out as soon as she got him. But Finn wasn't going to make it that easy to her. With his hand now transformed into a black claw with razor sharp fingernails, he charged right at Nikki.

He was not going to be the one dying tonight.

Finn rammed his entire arm through Nikki's chest, his claw clenched around her heart. The female demon widened her eyes in shock as blood spurted out of her mouth. Her broken ribcage made a sickening crunching noise as the demon hunter pulled his arm back out, still holding Nikki's heart before dropping it on the floor. The female demon emitted a soft, shivering breath before collapsing onto the floor, joining her sister.

It now was completely quiet in the backroom, if you would ignore the muffled techno music outside. A shiver ran over Finn's spine as he could feel his inhuman powers flowing away from the veins in his arms, returning to the source that was settled near his heart.

Time to get out of this damn mess.

Walking through the club with a bloody arm would catch anybody's attention for sure. Finn suddenly spotted a small window behind the desk, it looked like it was just big enough for him to crawl through. Dearly hoping that the gunshot hadn't alarmed anyone outside, Finn opened the window and managed to squeeze himself through it, smearing blood on the frame as he did so. Raindrops immediately fell on his head and jacket when he got outside. The demon hunter got up on his feet and let out a sigh.

Looks like it was safe to assume what really happened to those men... it was a damn shame that he couldn't find out where the bodies were.

As Finn entered the dark alley and walked away from the strip club, he suddenly realized that he promised his friend who worked at the police that he would try to keep the demonic sisters alive.

'Damn it... sorry, Dolph.' he mumbled, leaving the Bella Club behind him.


	2. Safe Haven

**Chapter 2**

**Safe Haven**

Luckily it had stopped raining while Finn maneuvered his way through the narrow alleyways, avoiding entering the streets at all costs; the chance that someone would just happen to exit a bar or a club at that moment and spot him walking on the sidewalk with his right arm completely covered in blood was just too big. No, he couldn't risk it. Finn had to stay hidden in the dark of the night if he didn't want to raise any suspicion.

The rain had stopped, but the demon hunter was a little bit bummed out that the rain wasn't enough to wash off the blood from his arm. There wasn't a hint of the dark energy that had been pulsing through his arm's veins earlier left, which caused the claw to be transformed back into a normal human hand. The transformation would always be painful, but Finn was used to that by now. Hell, he was forced to use his powers so many times that the pain didn't even make him flinch.

However, he could never get used to the smell of blood. It had this very distinctive smell, it somehow reminded him of the smell of old iron. Finn didn't know exactly why, but the smell made a slightly unpleasant shiver run up his spine. But then again, this was part of the job; there were only rare times where blood wouldn't flow. By this time, the blood had already dried up, staining his skin and leather jacket. It was a rather unpleasant feeling, it felt sticky. Washing it off was one of the main two priorities that was on the demon hunter's mind right now, next to getting back to his place.

The Pentagram shouldn't be far away now, it was just a couple of blocks away. Finn knew that by heart, he had been in these alleys so many times already. It was there in that shop where he would be safe. Thankfully no demon, or any other demon hunter for that matter, knew he was staying there since he had moved from Ireland to the United States; if the true nature of his landlady, the woman who owned the gothic shop, would ever be discovered... then the consequences for her would be beyond horrible. The Pentagram was the only place where Finn would be safe, he wanted to keep his landlady safe, that's why he never told anybody about where he lived. The demon hunter had already lost his first home while he was staying in this city once; a couple of demons who were thirsting for his demise had found out in which apartment complex he lived and set it on fire while he was asleep. Luckily the heat of the flames were enough to wake him up. Finn was convinced that if he had remained asleep for a little while longer, it would've been the end for him. Yes, he was able to escape just in time, but he had lost everything. His home had literally gone up in flames, which was why his stay at The Pentagram was a very welcome one.

Finn headed towards the end of the alley and stepped out. Turning his head to the right, he let out a soft sigh. The Pentagram was right across the street, just a few more meters and his job would be done for tonight. The demon hunter couldn't help at that moment to wonder if the bodies of the demonic twins had already been found. When he thought about it, he shook his head. It was very likely that they wouldn't be found this night, mainly because the loud music back in the strip club muffled the gunshot and the yelling; the chance that they would be found only after the club would close was pretty big. However, if luck would be on his side, the bodies of the twins would disintegrate into ashes, which would usually happen to a demon's body after it would die.

Finn decided not to think about it too much anymore for now; it was over, the men who visited their club wouldn't be doomed to go missing. The residents of this city would be safe... for now, that was.

Exiting the alley, the demon hunter briefly looked around, wanting to make absolutely sure there was nobody on the street. The rain that had been left behind on the street and sidewalk gleamed in the faint light of the lampposts, almost reminding him of shining stars in the night sky. Looking around, Finn saw that thankfully nobody was there. He quickly crossed the street, heading straight to The Pentagram. It was completely quiet in this part of the city, the only sound that could be heard was the faint sound of Finn's footsteps. As he got closer to the gothic shop, Finn saw that his landlady had already closed it, judging by the fact that all the lights inside the shop were off. Numerous gothic merchandise were displayed at the window, from dresses with fishnet sleeves, long black leather clothes and t-shirt with mysterious designs to spiked bracelets, rings and small jars of bright colored hair dye. Finn knocked on the door, three times. It lasted a little while before he could hear footsteps on the other side of the door.

'Who is there?' a female voice with a British accent asked.

'Paige, it's me, Finn.' the demon hunter replied. 'The job is done. Can ya let me in?'

The familiar sound of a lock being unlocked was heard and Paige, his landlady and the female demon who owned The Pentagram, opened the door. The pale demon with the long raven black hair looked like she was about to get ready to go to sleep, judging from the calf-length, black, satin nightgown she was wearing. As soon as Paige's eye fell on the dried-up blood on Finn's arm, she slightly widened her eyes in mild shock.

'Oh damn it, what the hell happened now?' she asked; the demon hunter could swear he heard a hint of annoyance in her voice.

'Things got out of hand at that strip club.' Finn mumbled. 'I have been attacked... and I had to fight back. I had no choice.'

'Attacked? By who, the twins?'

'Look, can you let me in first? I'll explain it all inside.'

'Fine. Come on, get inside. But don't try to get any blood on the stairs, okay?'

Finn gave his landlady a quick nod before she stepped aside, allowing him to enter the shop. Before she closed the door, the female demon quickly glanced outside, hoping that nobody had seen them together, or the blood on her roommate's arm, for that matter. After she was sure that nobody was there, Paige closed the door, locking it.

'Alright, now would you mind explaining me what the bloody hell happened at that strip club?' the female demon asked as soon as the two were headed upstairs to the apartment. Finn always thought the apartment had something soothing, it still had some gothic hints to it like the row of small statues of dragons and fairies on the windowsill, the white carpet with a large black pentagram print near the TV and the silver chandelier hanging above the dinner table, but it was somehow calming nonetheless. Finn decided not to stand to close near the carpet; Paige would absolutely fucking lose it if he got blood on that carpet.

'It was them, Paige.' Finn calmly replied. 'The twins were behind all of it. One of them had even confessed that to me when they tried to kill me.'

'Hmm, no surprise, to be honest. I was already pretty sure that it was them. Succubi feel right at home at spots where horny men flock to, those poor bastards didn't know what was coming to them. But why did they try to kill you? Did they found out why you were there?'

'Aye. I confronted them with what I knew. At first they denied it, but I could clearly see in their auras that they were lyin'. I gave them a chance to stop and go back to the Demon Realm. That's when they attacked and... I guess you can clearly see what happened next.' The demon hunter pointed at his bloody arm to make his point clear.

'You know that Dolph isn't going to be happy about this, right?' Paige was there when the blonde detective had visited Finn in the apartment one day with new information about the case of the missing men. Finn had promised Dolph to try to keep the succubus twins alive so that there would a possibility of an arrest... now it looked like this case was doomed to go cold.

'Aye, I know that. It really is a damn shame...'

'Are you sure that nobody saw you with that bloody arm? Are you absolutely sure, Finn?'

'Paige, calm down. I escaped through the window, nobody had heard a thing. I have made sure that there was nobody around, I stuck with the darkness and only went through the alleyways. I have avoided all the streets. Trust me, there weren't any witnesses.'

'Even when you entered my store?'

'Aye.'

The female demon loudly sighed and shook her head. 'You really have to be more careful, Finn. Because goddamn it, I have told you so many times already. If any demon in this city ever finds out that I'm offering shelter to a demon hunter, they will fucking murder me, or even worse. Thinking about it makes me sick to my bloody stomach. If we're seen together, I'm done for, you understand? I don't want any shit from the other demons, we have to keep this a secret!'

'I know that, Paige. Believe me when I say that I am as careful as possible. It just got out of hand this time, but I've been looking over my shoulder the whole time on the way back. There was nobody. No human, no demon. I'm gonna make sure ya will stay out of it and be safe.'

Paige ran her fingers through her long black hair and stared at the ground, as if she was doubting about what the demon hunter just said. 'I... I hope you are right.'

'I would never forgive myself if somethin' happened to ya because of me, Paige. Trust me.'

From the bottom of her heart, the female demon dearly hoped that the demon hunter could keep to his word. Sure, she did care about Finn, but... giving shelter to a demon hunter was beyond dangerous for a demon. Then she glanced at the clock on the wall.

'Look, it's getting late, it's almost one o'clock. You should probably go to bed. I'll take care of your jacket in the morning.'

'Ye're right. Ya should get some sleep too.'

Inside the bathroom that was just big enough for a sink, toilet and shower, Finn took off his jacket and dropped it onto the floor next to the shower; he hoped the blood wouldn't ruin the leather. When he washed his arm in the sink, he watched as the water mixed with the blood and disappeared into the drain. Thankfully it also took away that smell, replacing it with the smell of the soap he used to scrub it off. After he dried off his cleaned arm, Finn exited the bathroom and went into his bedroom. There was only a bed with blue sheets, a closet and a desk with a colorful Lego structure of a pirate ship on it. Creating things with Lego had always soothed Finn, he would always enjoy doing it. The demon hunter stripped himself of his clothes, put on his pajama pants, turned off the light and got into his bed. Only now he felt how tired he actually was.

Closing his eyes, Finn planned on telling Dolph what happened in Club Bella; maybe that would make him less pissed off.


	3. Good Morning To You Too

**Chapter 3**

**Good Morning To You Too**

No matter where Finn looked, there was only pitch-black darkness; it was so dark, he literally couldn't see his own hands. He tried to move his legs in an attempt to move from his spot and find a source of light that could lead him out of here, but it was like his feet had fused with the surface he was standing on. He tried to lift his feet with all the strength he had, even consider to use a part of the dark powers that had been brewing in his body for as long as he could remember, but he was unable to move even an inch. The demon hunter was blinded and stuck in one place; he was almost on the verge of losing his cool, it almost felt like this was real.

No sounds were heard during the time Finn had found himself stuck in the darkness, but now there were two voices who started slowly breaking the silence, accompanied by a very faint heartbeat. Whose heartbeat was that? Finn couldn't help but wonder that. The voices became louder and it was quickly revealed that they had Irish accents.

'Dear God in Heaven, how is she still alive?' one of the voices asked.

'It's a miracle that the police have even found her in the first place. Just a few more days and she would've starved to death. The doctors said she must've been raped and tortured in that abandoned house for nearly ten months...'

'Ten months?! Good God, that sick fuck... no wonder she has gone insane.'

Suddenly, an ear-piercing scream of a woman drove the two other voices away; Finn could clearly sense that the woman was in agonizing pain.

'Kill it! Please, I'm beggin' ya, for the love of God! Kill that thing! Ya have to kill it now!'

A faint white light started to emerge and became brighter and bigger, causing the woman to scream even louder, hurting Finn's ears. Then the all too familiar smell of blood filled the demon hunter's nose; he could swear he even heard it splattering onto a floor.

'The baby is coming out! She's losin' too much blood! She's bleedin' to death, doctor!' a hysterical male voice shouted.

The bright light eventually swallowed up the darkness, forcing Finn to close his eyes to protect them. When he opened his eyes again, he saw something entirely briefly. The faint heartbeat and the voices were gone. It was like he was looking through the eyes of a person. Judging by his surroundings, it looked like he was in some sort of nursery. Numerous toys were scattered around the floor and the bookshelves were stacked with picture books. Then Finn suddenly heard two new voices, voices that belonged to women, whispering behind him.

'That couple canceled the adoption?'

'Aye, apparently they said that lad was creeping them out too much.'

'Well, I won't blame them. He's not like the other children... he's so quiet, so secluded... he doesn't want to interact with the other children, let alone adults. Honestly, I think he's a freak. It's like that lad is not even a human! I mean, he had grown a full set of teeth when he was just two weeks old, for God's sake!'

'I couldn't agree more with that... he just creeps me out.'

A bright light suddenly appeared again, only it now appeared as a brief flash, blinding Finn once more. Opening his eyes once more, he saw that he was now sitting at a table, working on what appeared to be a spaceship made of Lego; just a few more blocks and it would be finished. Suddenly, rapid footsteps could be heard and a hand grabbed the spaceship, throwing it against a wall, shattering it.

'Grab that freak!' the voice of a boy shouted.

A couple of hands grabbed his clothes and pulled him away from the table, pushing him into a corner. The hands formed into fists and started punching him mercilessly. Laughter could be heard from the three young assailants; they were all boys who couldn't be older than twelve.

'What are ya gonna do, ya little twat?! Fight back then, if ya can!'

'Ye're such a freak, Finn! It's true what the caretakers said, ye're not a human! Nobody wants to adopt ya 'cause ye're a fuckin freak!'

'Freak! Freak!'

Finn saw the fists and the grinning faces of the bullies fading away in a thick mist of red, clouding his eyes. A deep, inhuman growl could be heard. Startled gasps followed, along with the sound of claws ripping through flesh. Once again, the smell of blood filled Finn's nose; the smell was so strong this time that it nearly made him dizzy. When the red mist disappeared, the bullies had disappeared along with it, making place for a much more pleasant sight. Finn saw a girl standing in front of him with the warmest, friendliest smile he had ever seen. She had long red hair, was wearing a green tank top and a pair of shorts and she was reaching out for him with her hand, as if she was about to give him a polite handshake. But then, in the blink of an eye, the girl had aged into an adult woman and there wasn't a single trace of friendliness found on her face; it had turned into a mask of hatred and heartbreak. Tears were running down her face as her eyes seemed to be burning with rage.

'Get out of my life!' she screamed at the top of her lungs.

With a loud gasp, Finn finally snapped awake.

A huge headache started to form in his head as he looked around him, quickly realizing that it was all just a bad dream, thank God. But it sure was one hell of a bad dream; the demon hunter could feel a sheet of sweat sticking on his forehead. A ray of sunshine gently illuminated his bedroom. The Lego pirate ship still remained on his desk, untouched and almost completed. Finn sat up and slightly leaned forward, supporting his head with his hands.

'Bloody hell...' he mumbled.

It looked like some things could never be forgotten... they would always come back to taunt him.

Glancing at the digital clock on his nightstand, Finn saw that it was past nine o'clock. Time to get up. The demon hunter swung his legs over the edge of his bed and stood up. Only now he noticed how much he reeked of sweat. What he needed at this moment was a splash of cold water to the face. He exited his bedroom and walked into the bathroom, which was right across from his bedroom; it was just a few steps away. Finn was pretty sure that Paige would also be awake by now, perhaps she had already started making his breakfast. He couldn't help but chuckle for a moment. Until the day she had allowed him to stay at The Pentagram, Paige had never cooked a meal before. Since there is no need for demons to eat the food humans eat in order to survive, that thought had never crossed her mind once. Now that she was living with a half-demon, it was time for her to finally get to cooking. After accidently burning numerous meals, Paige had proven herself to be a descent chef.

Standing in front of the sink, Finn took a little moment to stare at himself in the mirror; his reflection, a man in his early thirties with short brown hair and blue-grey eyes, stared back at him. He twisted the knob of the tap and cold water poured out. He formed a little 'bowl' with his hands and allowed the water to fill it. Splashing it onto his sweaty face felt so good, it was exactly what he needed.

When he looked up, Finn saw something in the mirror that would scare the living hell out of anybody. His reflection had transformed into a demonic version of himself. His skin had turned pitch-black, his veins clearly visible and red, pumping with dark energy. His mouth had grown huge and was filled with razor sharp teeth that reminded him of butcher knives. His eyes seemed to be blind, they were completely white. The creature in the mirror loudly roared at him as if he was enraged about something, but Finn wasn't fazed for a little bit. He knew exactly what this meant.

His demonic side wanted him to let him out.

'Shut up.' the demon hunter mumbled in annoyance, grabbed a towel and dried off his face. He walked back to his bedroom, where he put on his clothes. No, he wasn't going to give the demon inside him any attention. He could scream and roar all it wanted, he wasn't going to let him out sooner or later.

After he was done dressing up, Finn walked to the living room, where he was greeted with a rather unexpected surprise.

Detective Dolph Ziggler was sitting at the dinner table with Paige, who had apparently made him a fresh cup of coffee. Finn frowned in confusion. What the hell, he thought he was going to visit them at the end of the day! The blonde detective had clearly heard him, turning his head to face the demon hunter. And judging from the look of his face, Finn guessed that the secret was out.

'I guess Paige already told ya what happened last night.' he said.

Dolph briefly nodded. 'Yeah, she did.' he replied, obviously ticked off. 'Their bodies have been found, Finn. Damn it, I told you to keep them alive!'

'I really wanted to in the first place, Dolph, believe me. I had warned them, but then they attacked me. It was them or me.'

'And you couldn't let them live while fighting back?'

Finn shook his head as an answer.

Dolph groaned in frustration, softly hissing through his clenched teeth. 'Fantastic. Just fucking fantastic, Finn. Now there will be a chance this case will never be solved! Whenever I come to you with a case that may or may not have a paranormal background, doesn't mean you must kill the damn suspects! If you had let Brie and Nikki live, there might've been a trial against them and would've been justice for the families of those missing men! And who knows, we could've found them as well, whether they are dead or alive. Now it looks those families will never have the justice they deserve!'

'Dolph, I too want justice for the families of those men, but think about it for a moment... Nikki and Brie could've walked out of that court that very same day.' the demon hunter calmly replied.

'What do you mean?'

'Have ya forgotten? Demons don't have fingerprints. Those twins were succubi, they were no exception. Ya wouldn't have gotten any evidence against them anyway. Demons like them are better off dead, believe me on that.'

'Now you listen to me...'

'Alright, that's enough, both of you!' Paige suddenly said, most likely feeling to her bones that a heated argument would unfold if she wouldn't step in. 'Yes, Finn may have killed the suspects, but what's been done is done. Brie and Nikki may be dead, but that doesn't mean all is lost, those bodies could still be out there and be found by your men. Nobody will be arrested, but at least it will give some closure to the families. Does that sound better to you, Dolph?'

The blonde detective briefly stared at the female demon, then let out a tired sigh and slightly nodded. 'Yeah, I guess.' he mumbled.

'Good. Now that all's good, let's celebrate it with some coffee, what do you say?'

'Alright then. Just one more, then I'll head back to work.'

'Aye aye, captain!' Paige replied with a grin. She got up from her seat and walked to the countertop to prepare another cup of coffee for the detective. 'Say, how are Bayley and Sami doing?' she asked while filling the coffee maker with fresh water. 'And their baby? How... how was she called again?'

'Her name is Molly.' Dolph replied. 'They're doing fine, they're still the most loving couple I've ever met. And I'm pretty sure their daughter is going to be one happy kid when she grows up.'

'Ah... time sure does fly, huh? Man, it was a year ago and I still remember Sami entering my store like it was yesterday. I'm glad that all ended well for Bayley.'

'Me too. But hey, Paige... can I ask you something?'

'Sure, what is it?'

'Why do you let Finn stay at your place? I mean, no offense, but I think it's pretty damn strange for a demon to shelter a demon hunter...'

Paige turned around and looked at Finn. 'You wouldn't mind if I'd tell him, would you Finn?'

The demon hunter shook his head. 'Nah, it's fine.'

'Okay then. I think it was about... three months ago. Yeah, that has to be it. I was heading back home from the graveyard after putting some human souls to rest when I saw this bloke right here lying on the streets. Some demons had found him and beat him up pretty good, I'll tell you that. I couldn't let him just leave there, now could I? So I took him home and treated his wounds. That's when I noticed something strange about his aura. It was the typical aura you'd see around a demon, but his aura... it also had something human. From that moment on, I knew I was dealing with a half-demon. They are rare, but they do exist. While he was resting, I couldn't help but going through his stuff, I was so curious at that moment. His pistol was filled with bullets made from rock salt, that's when I knew he was a demon hunter. Yes, of course I wanted to kick him out at first, but then he told me he had nowhere else to go. His apartment was burned down by those demons who beat his arse. He said that he knew I wasn't a malevolent demon, because when I found out he was a demon hunter, I chose to kick him out instead of immediately killing him. He would only hunt down malevolent demons. He wouldn't hurt me, he promised that. That's why I decided to let him stay here, and so far things are pretty cool between us, eh Finn?'

The demon hunter smiled and nodded before Paige started to speak again.

'Now... you could say that Finn and I are on the same side. We both think that demons who want to hurt humans are better off dead. Demons like that will never change, it's in their nature. I may be a demon, but I don't want to be associated with those evil bastards. They have tainted the reputation of our kind enough. And even if you manage to put a demon behind bars, it will always find a way out with its own powers... or the powers of one its buddies. That's why I'm siding with Finn.'

'I see...' Dolph replied. He stared at the thin layer of coffee that still remained in his cup; he was pretty sure it would've gone cold by now.
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**Chapter 4**

**Lone Wolves Have The Sharpest Teeth**

Before he had stepped through the portal in order to travel to the Mortal Realm, he had remembered the words of his fellow demons. They had considered him a fool for finally putting his plan into action. There was no way in hell he could ever do it, he would die an agonizing death if he would dare to, but he had flat-out ignored all those warnings. Those demons were nothing more but cowards in his eyes, to scared to take any risks in order to get what they wanted. And he knew exactly what he wanted; nothing was going to stop him, not now, not ever. If he would get hurt, then so be it, because it would all be worth it in the end.

He was going to be the most dominant demon in the history of the Demon Realm.

Baron Corbin had been driving on this road for hours now and he had barely seen any cars passing him by, but he was fine with that. He enjoyed riding on remote roads on his motorcycle, he always did, like a true lone wolf, even when he lived in the Demon Realm. Sure, there would often be demonic creatures like giant, venomous centipedes with razor sharp mandibles crawling onto the road and sometimes creatures that resembled big bats would swoop by, but it would feel good to him nonetheless. Here in the Mortal Realm there weren't any dangerous creatures to bother him (except for one deer that had suddenly appeared in front him one time, but that stupid animal managed to jump away in time before he could hit it), so that quite pleased Baron.

He had been driving for hours, but the demon hadn't felt anything that came close to tiredness. He knew that he still had a lot of miles to go, but that didn't bother him. It was his hunger that kept him going.

Yes, that's how he could describe that indescribable feeling in his chest that has been consuming him for so long now. There was no other way to describe it, it truly felt like he was hungry for something; it was the hunger for the desire for dominance and power.

Baron had that desire for as long as he could remember. He was known as a very dominant and violent demon in the Demon Realm, but he didn't feel any shame for it. No, he felt nothing more but pride for it. It made him feel powerful, that he stood above all other demons; they were weaklings to him, pathetic insects, waiting to be crushed right underneath his boot. There were some demons who had been foolish enough to underestimate him, thinking that his dominance was a mere fluke. But Baron was more than happy to prove them wrong. If his opponents would be lucky enough, he would leave them bleeding on the ground with a few broken bones, shattered teeth and a bleeding nose. But if Baron just happened to be in a bad mood... then his opponent wouldn't live to see the end of the day. The demon wished to uphold his reputation and he had succeeded in that so far.

A little while ago, there had been rumors going around in the Demon Realm and it didn't last long before they would eventually reach Baron. It appeared that a half-demon by the name of Finn Bálor had sided with the humans and fought for their safety as a demon hunter. At first Baron didn't believe much of it, since it was nearly impossible for a half-demon to even exist. Half-demons were extremely rare. Yes, it was possible for a human woman to be impregnated by a male demon, the same went for a female demon and a male human, but the chance that the pregnancy would result in a miscarriage or the bastard child to be stillborn was immense; the fact that the baby would still be alive when it was born was just a matter of extreme luck. But as more rumors of Finn Bálor went around, Baron become more interested. It didn't last long before he would hear about the powers this Bastard Demon had; some demons claimed that the strength of his powers came close to the legendary Undertaker. As much as half-demons are despised by the other demons for their mixed heritage, they couldn't help but be amazed that a half-demon could have such strength.

And that's when Baron decided to leave the Demon Realm to search for Finn Bálor... and he was well on his way.

Glancing down for a moment, Baron saw that he was about to run out of gasoline. Seeing this made him groan in annoyance.

'Fuck.' he growled.

The 'hunger' that had been eating him alive had made him impatient; even being forced to stop at a gas station to fill up his motorcycle with gasoline annoyed him, knowing that it was now going to last longer before he could find the Bastard Demon. But deep inside, the demon knew he had to be patient. If he would let his impatience get the better of him, he would rush things and possibly screw up. No, he had to be calm, calculated; only like that, he could perform the perfect attack. Finn would never know what was coming to him.

Baron briefly looked around him to see if there were any gas stations around here. If he would be unable to find one, he would be stranded next to the road and be absolutely fucked. Looking at his right, he saw a large green sign, saying that the nearest gas station was just two kilometers away. Baron was pretty sure he could make that.

And he did make it; it didn't last long before the demon spotted a small gas station on the right of the road. It looked cruddy, like the kind of gas station that wasn't a part of some big oil company, but it had gas nonetheless and that's what only mattered to Baron; he couldn't care less if that goddamn place would explode in a big ball of fire after he would leave, as long as he would get what he needed. He slowed down and drove towards the gas station. He stopped next to a petrol pump and shut off the engine of his motorcycle. The man sitting behind the cash register inside the gas station, who looked like the kind of man who had been drinking his life away for most of his years, had noticed Baron through the large window and gave him a brief nod, allowing him to fill up his motorcycle; he clearly had no idea that he was having a goddamn demon as a customer at this moment.

As Baron breathed in the fresh smell of gasoline while filling up his motorcycle, he stared at the bright blue sky. It was your typical summer day, not a single cloud in the sky and the temperature was just not hot enough to make you sweat like a pig. But Baron hadn't felt anything of the heat; he was only focused on claiming his well-deserved throne.

He could just feel it on the tip of his tongue.

The sound of a vehicle approaching him made him look up. Turning around, he saw an orange van heading towards the gas station, it was the kind of van hippies and rockers would want to live and drive in. Just some bastard pulling over to get some gasoline as well, Baron thought. He decided not to pay any more attention to it, even when he heard the van parking behind him, it wasn't worth his time. He had better things to think about... like figuring out whether he should outright attack Finn once he found him or perhaps stalk him for a while, waiting for the perfect moment to strike. The sliding door of the van opened, allowing a strong whiff of beer mixed with marihuana to escape and fill up Baron's nose. Two young men, possibly in their early twenties and wearing t-shirts with the logo of some college on it, stepped out; one of them exited from the back, the other from the driver's side.

'Oh man, about damn time we took a break.' one of the men said, stretching himself. 'I'm gonna be the next one to drive when we leave, okay?'

'No way dude, you are way too stoned to drive, remember?' the other man, who was way chubbier and shorter than his thin and lanky companion, chuckled.

Stoner Dude sheepishly sniggered. 'Oh yeah, that's true...'

That's when they noticed the tall biker, his arms and chest covered in numerous tattoos, filling up his motorcycle. Stoner Dude poked his buddy with his elbow and grinned from ear to ear. 'Check out that fucker...' he chuckled, obviously not frightened by Baron's incredible height and intimidating tattoos.

'Hey there, big guy!' Chubby Dude hollered. 'Alone on the road, are we?'

Baron didn't say anything, deciding to not give these stupid fuckfaces the attention they wanted from him; he would be done soon anyway, they weren't worth his time.

'He's not saying anything, bro!' Chubby Dude said. 'I think he's trying to ignore us!'

'Like hell he will!'

Stoner Dude walked towards Baron and poked him on the arm. 'Hey, why aren't you talking back, you fucking moron?' he asked, his grin not disappearing from his face. 'Cat got your tongue? Or you just simply too fucking stupid to talk?'

Despite the filth this baked shithead was spewing out of his mouth, Baron still decided to keep his cool and ignore him, not even glancing at him. But that apparently didn't stop this idiot from taunting him. In fact, he now got a 'brilliant' idea in his head that would make this tall stranger talk for sure... Without thinking about it twice, Stoner Dude kicked Baron's motorcycle with all the strength he had. 'What are you gonna do now, huh?' he said. 'Are you gonna say something back now, you stupid motherfu-'

Instead of more filth, blood spewed out of Stoner Dude's mouth as Baron had fully buried his fingers into his throat, grabbing his larynx. With one swift pull, Baron ripped it out of his throat and tossed it to the ground, watching as Stoner Dude's eyes went wide with horror as more blood flowed out of his mouth, choking him. His eyes rolled to the back of his head and he fell down. A pool of blood was quickly formed, growing bigger and bigger in mere seconds. Baron looked up, staring Chubby Dude straight in the eyes. Just like the eyes of his dead buddy, Chubby Dude's eyes went wide with shock, his body trembling all over as he realized his deadly mistake.

'Holy shit...' he whimpered in fear.

Not thinking about it twice, he turned around and ran away in an attempt to escape the murderous stranger, screaming at the top of his lungs.

But Baron wasn't planning on letting him go far.

He pulled out his large knife, rushed towards his next victim, grabbed him from behind and launched the serrated blade right into his chest. The demon ripped the blade of his knife through his entire chest, ripping through his ribcage and organs, causing Chubby Dude to let out a strangled scream, allowing a wave of blood to escape his mouth. Baron let go of him and he dropped to the ground, coloring it red.

Staring at the blood-stained ground, Baron didn't even flinch; those stupid fuckers had what was coming to them. But he didn't want to let their blood go to waste. No, it could still be used for good use to him.

The blood of the two men suddenly seemed to float, as if gravity had ceased to exist. Then it flowed right towards Baron, heading towards his chest area. Baron started to absorb all the blood into his tattoos, transforming it into ink and brightening the designs. The ink ranged from the colors red, blue, black and orange. Baron hadn't sensed any bitterness in the hearts of those two fools, so their life forces would be useless to him; their blood however, helped him multiply his strength. He had to balance the source of his demonic magic powers, which lied in the ink of his tattoos, with his physical powers, which lied in his body itself. If he wouldn't find the right life force, there wouldn't be a right balance and he wouldn't function properly. When he finished absorbing the last drop of blood, his tattoos glowed with unnaturally bright lights. Baron could practically feel that he was becoming stronger. Looks like these two fools were good for something after all.

Looking up, Baron quickly found out that the man inside the gas station had seen everything, because he was staring right at him through the window with his eyes wide with fear.

He really couldn't use any witnesses now.

As he approached the sliding doors of the building, Baron mentally made a note to himself to destroy the surveillance cameras and the tapes as well.

Finn Bálor would have no idea what was coming to him.
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**Chapter 5**

**Something Dark And Dangerous**

It had taken a long time, but Roman Reigns thought it was safe to say that he was completely used to living in the Mortal Realm by now.

Despite the fact that nearly ten years had passed since he had left his home world, he could still clearly remember how it looked like whenever he closed his eyes. The Angel Realm... there was no other realm out there that was so serene, peaceful and pure like this one. It was a kingdom of lush, untouched nature, a fantasy land where anyone would love to get lost in and stay there forever. The angels who roamed that realm were peaceful creatures, tasked with keeping order in the realm and keep the peace. Living in the Angel Realm was absolutely divine...

Until the day it was fused together with the Demon Realm with dark magic, expanding the dark realm.

Roman, or any other angel for that matter, had never found out who was the one responsible for this (a treacherous angel, a demon who had someone infiltrated the realm?), but it didn't last long before demons swarmed in, invading the realm and corrupting everything that had once been pure and beautiful, turning the landscapes into haunting wastelands that attracted other creatures that lived in the Demon Realm. Of course Roman refused to give up his home world to these ferocious bastards; along with a few other angels, he took a stand against the demons, fighting back as hard as he could. Many of his comrades had fallen during the raging fight against the demons, but Roman had never considered giving up, not for a moment. But unfortunately, the demons proved themselves to be way stronger than the angels, and more of them entered the captured realm, their numbers growing so fast that Roman, with an indescribable amount of pain in his heart, was forced to give up. His kind was outnumbered. The only way to escape the demons was to escape to a different realm; the realm that was considered safe enough for the angels to stay in was the Mortal Realm, the home realm of the humans. Just before the demons could reach them, Roman and a handful of other angels who survived the corruption and bloodshed fled through a portal that lead them to the Mortal Realm, abandoning their home world. To this day, Roman could never forgive himself for not being able to save his home realm; the same went for his fallen comrades.

It lasted a while before he could fully adapt himself to his new life in the Mortal Realm, but Roman had managed to get used to it. Yes, living here would never feel the same as living in the Angel Realm, but luckily Roman had found something later on that he possibly would've never gotten back in home realm. Something that was dear to his heart, more than anything else. He met a human woman who he fell in love with and she, despite not knowing the true nature of her lover, fell in love with him as well. Her name was Galina and she was the most loving, caring woman he had ever met. After nearly two years of dating, the two got married. Nine months later, Roman was finally able to hold the sunshine that lightened up his entire world in his arms.

Today he was going to pick up his little piece of sunshine up at her school, like he would do every afternoon since Galina would still be at work by that time. It was the time of the day that the angel was looking forward to, more than anything else. Standing in front of the school along with some other parents, he could feel the three pairs of eyes who belonged to a group of three mothers staring at him, he could clearly hear the women whisper and chuckle. There was no way to deny that Roman was a beautiful man; his black hair reached past his shoulders, he was tall and muscled, had a tanned skin, his left arm was covered in tribe-like tattoos and his eyes were blue like the clear sky in summer. So it was no surprise that he would often catch the attention of girls and women, who couldn't help but stare at the gorgeous man, sometimes much to his wife's agony. The angel was pretty sure that most mothers that were here would be more than willing to allow their children to play with his daughter, as long as they were the ones to pick them up by the end of the day, all just to catch a glimpse of the good-looking father.

The loud school bell suddenly rang and the large doors opened. Excited voices that belonged to a few dozen children could be heard as they entered the schoolyard, some of the children would stand still to have a quick chat before they would leave while other children immediately ran towards their parents or the school bus. And there she was, that one little girl who Roman loved more than life itself, her brunette hair tied in two braided pigtails, wearing a pink t-shirt, a pair of jeans and white sneakers; it was none other than his precious eight-year old daughter Joelle.

Joelle smiled from ear to ear when she spotted her father across the schoolyard and ran towards him, ignoring the heavy weight of her pink backpack. Watching her running to him made Roman feel so blessed to be the father of this little girl; leaving his home realm behind for this realm was definitely worth it. She had no idea what her father actually was, but Roman thought it was better if it would stay like this for now.

'Daddy!' Joelle exclaimed when she was just a few steps away from her father. The angel went down on one knee and spread his arms.

'There's my little princess!' he said with a big smile on his face, pulling his daughter in for a hug. This was all he asked for, this was all he needed to make his day; nothing could ruin his day once he would get a hug from Joelle. 'How was your day, sweetie?'

'It was good.' Joelle replied. 'At gym classes we were playing basketball and I scored two points!'

'Oh really? That's great! My little girl is going to be a famous athlete one day!'

Joelle giggled at her father's compliment. 'You know that I'm not that good at sports, daddy!'

'But when you score two points at basketball, it's a start, no?'

'I guess so.'

'Come on, let's go home. I can still help you with homework before your mom comes home.'

'Okay!'

Father and daughter walked away from the school, heading home. The school bus passed them by and Joelle couldn't help but quickly wave at her friends who were in that bus. She was quite a little social butterfly, it was a normal occasion that one or two friends would often visit their home to play with her. Roman knew that a lot of bad stuff was happening in this world, but whenever he was walking home with his little daughter... it felt like the world had gotten a whole lot better. Walking home with her felt so peaceful, it was all he needed to put his heart at rest.

'So what else did you do today, Joelle?' Roman asked.

'Well, let's see... oh yeah, I made a macaroni painting today at art class! I still have it in my backpack, I hope it won't be broken when we get home.'

'Don't worry about it sweetie, I know you're careful when-'

A heavy jolt of pain suddenly filled Roman's entire head, causing him to slam his eyes shut and let out a grunt. It felt like all sounds had ceased to exist around him, leaving him in a dark world of silence. Normally any person would freak the fuck out if something like this would happen, but the angel knew exactly what was happening; he was about to have a vision. Something slowly started to form a humanoid shape, becoming clearer with each second until Roman could perfectly see what it was. And it made a heavy chill run up his spine. The creature may have a humanoid form, but it was anything but human; it was a monster with razor sharp teeth, completely white eyes and a skin that was black like the night with thick, red veins pulsing on the arms and legs. It was staring right at him, letting out a bloodcurdling roar. Then, as sudden as the vision appeared, it was gone in the blink of an eye. Roman's surroundings came back, along with the sounds of traffic passing them by.

'Daddy?'

Looking down, Roman stared straight at Joelle's worried face. 'Is everything alright?' she asked. 'Do you have a headache? Is it because I'm talking to much?'

Roman curled the corners of his mouth and shook his head. 'No honey, it's okay. You're not talking too much, really.'

While he was reassuring his daughter that everything was fine with him, truth was that Roman hadn't felt this unsettled in a long time.

* * *

><p>'Hey, you wanna bet for ten dollars that I can hit that guy in that fancy suit down there with my milkshake from up here?'<p>

'Come on Dean, act like a damn adult for once. And you know that you're going to get us caught if you do that.'

'Alright, fine... you goddamn stick-in-the-mud.' Dean Ambrose, fellow angel, Roman's best friend and Joelle's godfather, rolled his eyes in annoyance and put his strawberry-flavored milkshake back on the ledge of the roof. The day was almost coming to an end as the sun slowly lowered itself at the horizon; Roman had always thought the colors a sunset would produce gave the city something soothing, he didn't know why, he couldn't exactly put a finger on it. The angel had told his wife that he would be meeting up with his friend after dinner. Sitting here on the rooftop of the apartment complex (which was located in the more shady-looking part of the city) Dean lived along with his girlfriend Renee, the two angels were free to reveal their true selves. Large wings, with feathers as white as untouched snow, had protruded from their backs and were completely relaxed, ready for when they would be used for flight. Dean and Renee were two of the handful of angels who were able to escape the collapsing Angel Realm along with Roman. They were the only two angels who were living in the same city Roman did; the other angels all had gone their own ways.

'So how are you two holding up?' Roman asked. 'Does Renee still work at the supermarket?'

'Yeah, she does.' Dean replied, nodding. 'I'm still looking for a job, though. Renee works hard you know, I'll let you know, I'm really damn proud of her. She doesn't earn that much money, but at least we can pay the bills with it.'

'That's good.'

'Say, what was it that you wanted to talk about?' Dean asked after taking a sip from his milkshake. 'You've wanted to talk to me for a reason, so spit it out, big guy. What is it?'

'I've had a vision, Dean.'

'A vision? Are you serious? When was the last time you had that?'

'I don't remember, it has been a long time... but this vision, it's... it unsettles me so much. I can't shake off the feeling that something bad is going to happen. Like... that it's going to happen to Joelle.'

'Really? What did you see?'

'I saw something that resembled a man at first. But when it got clearer, I saw a demon. And it was one hell of a demon, it was one big mean motherfucker with razor sharp teeth.' Goosebumps appeared over Roman's tanned arms. 'They reminded me of knives.'

'Damn.'

'You could say that again. I can't shake it off, Dean, it was so strange. I want to know what this vision means.'

'Then you go out and find out more about it.' the other angel simply replied. 'If it's really bothering you that much, you should find out why you had it in the first place. If you find the source, you could either destroy it or let it be if it doesn't pose a threat, that's your choice. Then Joelle will be safe and you can move on. But...'

'But what?'

Dean paused for a moment, as if he was considering about telling his true thoughts to his friend. 'If I can be honest... I'm worried about you, Ro. I know you want to create a better world for Joelle to live in. I get that man, I want that too for Renee, but you... I'm not going to lie, you are just obsessed with it. I'm telling you man, that damn obsession is getting out of hand. It's going to kill you one day.'

'Now you listen to me, Dean. I would anything to make this realm a better place for Joelle's sake, even if I have to die for it. I don't care if I'll have to die, as long as my little girl will be safe. I couldn't care less about my own safety. Joelle is everything for me. There is now way in hell I'm going to let that demon harm my daughter. Besides, if something will happen to me... I know that you will be a good godfather to her. You're a great guy, Dean. Joelle can look up to you for sure.'

'You can trust me on that. It's just that... I don't want her to lose her old man just yet. That little girl needs you, Roman.'

'And I need her to be safe.' Roman stood up and stared at Dean. 'I'm going to find that demon. I may have failed in protecting the Angel Realm and our fallen comrades, but I'll be damned if I fail in protecting my daughter. Thank you for listening to me, Dean. I will talk to you later. Tell Renee I said hello.'

'I will, thanks. See you later. Be careful, bro.'

The raven-haired angel suddenly spread his wings, causing two feathers to fall out and swirl to the ground. He ascended to the sky, fluttered his wings and flew away, heading back home. Dean watched until Roman had disappeared out of his view.

'Hmm. And then he tells me to not draw any attention.' he mumbled before taking another sip of his milkshake.
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**Chapter 6**

**The Trailer Park Massacre**

If there had to be one thing said about Paige, it would definitely be the fact that she wasn't like all the other landladies. When Finn was allowed to stay at The Pentagram, he honestly expected that he would had to pay a certain amount of money once a month. He did have some money left, so that wouldn't be a problem. But when the demon hunter asked his landlady how much he had to pay for staying at the end of the first month, she had chuckled and shook her head. Paige didn't ask for any money; Finn could work in The Pentagram as a form of payment, until he would find a new apartment to live in. And since there is nothing worse than sitting around for a whole day with nothing to do, Finn accepted the job. Paige had allowed him to rest for some time and as soon as he was recovered from his injuries, the demon hunter started his new part-time job at The Pentagram.

The gothic shop looked so much different at daytime. Finn had always thought there was quite a relaxing atmosphere lingering around the shop, which made it a really pleasant place to work at. Paige would always light up some incense before she would open the store; her favorite type of incense was lavender, which was also a delightful smell for Finn. He was convinced that whenever he would smell lavender, he would always be reminded of working at this store. The female demon would then complete the typical atmosphere of the shop by playing all sorts of metal genres on the stereo near the cash register, ranging from trash metal to gothic symphonic metal. And of course, the music would be played with a low volume, so that everybody could work or look around without becoming deaf at the end of the day.

Finn enjoyed working at The Pentagram, he really did. Whenever a new delivery came in, he was the one who put all the new t-shirts, jackets and tops in the racks. After a little while, he knew exactly how to take a mannequin apart and put it back together. He cleaned the windows until his arms were sore. He was willing to help a customer whenever he or she couldn't decide whether he or she should buy that one t-shirt from the most popular metal band at the moment. He always made sure the customer would get the right amount of change after making a purchase. And if there was nothing to do at the moment, Finn could always sweep the floor with the broom he would get from the apartment upstairs.

Most customers who would visit the store were usually teenagers, some of them dropped by a couple of times a week, which gave them the opportunity to make a little chat with Finn at the cash register. The demon hunter actually got along well with the goth teens, he thought they were okay kids and he even had a laugh with them sometimes. Paige clearly appreciated his help, she would always tell him at the end of the day that he did a great job; as a reward, she would cook dinner for him.

Today, business had been busier than it had been lately, much to both Finn's and Paige's surprise. They barely had a moment to sit for a second, it was that busy. But this was only a good sign, though; more business meant more money. When the afternoon rolled around the corner, the two decided that it was time for a short, well-deserved break.

'Feeling like quitting the job yet?' Paige jokingly asked when she poured a glass of orange juice for her employee/roommate. The female demon had just prepared two grilled cheese sandwiches, which she put on a plate and put it in front of Finn, who was sitting at the dinner table.

'Ye're jokin', right?' the demon hunter replied with a smirk on his face. 'This is way less boring than those days where there's absolutely nothin' to do. It keeps me busy.'

'I've gotta give it to you Finn, you're handling this way better than all the others who worked here before you. One busy day and they started to crack. No, they preferred to sponge off their parents than actually work for their own money, I suppose. Really Finn, I think you're the best worker I've had here!'

'Oh shucks Paige, you're just bein' too nice.'

Taking a bite from his grilled cheese sandwich, the demon hunter could taste that the female demon had done a wonderful job once again. Her cooking skills were improving more and more; if she kept it up like this, she could possibly also run a little diner. Finn wondered if the diner would have the same gothic style as the shop. Bat-shaped desserts, lasagna covered in cobwebs of cheese, metal music as 'relaxing' background music for a whole day... Paige's extraordinary diner would sure make a name for itself in this city.

Just then, the demon hunter noticed that Paige was staring at his grilled cheese sandwich with a slightly disgusted look on her face.

'Is there something wrong?' he asked.

'It's just that... I don't understand how humans can eat some types of food. I mean, look at that cheese... it looks all gooey and it has such a strange smell... I really don't get why you would enjoy eating that.'

Finn chuckled. He knew exactly why Paige was thinking like that. Since demons didn't need to consume normal food in order to survive, there was no need for her to eat anything and they would never go hungry... unless they had to feed on the life forces of humans. But thankfully this wasn't Paige's case.

'Ya know, it really doesn't taste that bad at all. Ya may think it looks gross, but that doesn't mean that it tastes gross. I'll promise you this, Paige. One day, I'll order ya a pizza and ye'll see how delicious human food can be.'

The female demon wrinkled her nose in disgust. 'Fine...' she said. 'As long as you'll also eat a piece, okay?'

'Ya got my word.'

The intro song of a well-known news channel was suddenly heard in the apartment, catching Finn's and Paige's attention; before she had started making Finn's lunch, the female demon had turned on the TV. An anchorman appeared on the screen, sitting behind the desk and holding some papers, ready for announcing yet another live broadcast. Finn looked up and stared at the screen. As a demon hunter, the news was your best friend, because before you knew it, you might have a new case to solve.

'Good afternoon, this is the news from two o'clock, presented to you by Byron Saxton.' the anchorman said. 'Police has made a grisly discovery on a trailer park a few miles from the city of San Jose. All of the residents have been found dead in their trailers and what makes this case especially eerie for the police, is that no clear signs of any possible cause of death have been found. Police are currently speculating that a deadly gas leak might have taken place, but this still has to be investigated.'

'Bloody hell... did ya hear that, Paige?' Finn asked. As soon as he heard that the police hadn't found any clues of what the cause of death could be, a strange feeling he knew too well had began to develop inside his guts. It was the kind of feeling someone would get if something felt horribly wrong... and a demon hunter would heavily rely on that feeling. 'I have my suspicions that a demon might be behind this... I ought to pay a little visit to that trailer park, see if I can find somethin'.'

'But you've heard what that anchorman said, Finn. The police think it might've been a gas leak, which would be a logical explanation. Just because they haven't found any evidence yet, doesn't mean that a demon is responsible for this. Maybe...'

The ringtone of Finn's cell phone abruptly interrupted Paige, making her close her mouth in annoyance. The demon hunter fetched his cell phone out of his pocket and immediately recognized the phone number that was displayed on the screen. He pressed a button and pressed the phone against his ear.

'Hey Dolph, what do you got?' Finn asked.

'Finn, have you already heard the news of that trailer park?' the blonde detective replied on the other side of the line. 'That one where they found no clues yet?'

'Yeah, I did. Why?'

'I've got something that might interest you. There's a witness who claimed to have seen something at that trailer park. She has already told her story, but I thought it might be useful to you.'

The feeling that had been uncomfortably pooling in Finn's guts turned out to be justified. 'Really? What did she tell?'

'I can't tell you right now, I'm still at the crime scene. If my colleagues find out I've been leaking confidential information to an outsider, I'm going to be fired for sure. They can trace my phone calls, you know. But we can meet up somewhere, that would be safer. Do you know that fast food restaurant near the highway? Burger Benny?'

'Uh... yeah, I know where that is.'

'Good, let's meet up there. I'll see you later, Finn.'

'Okay then. See ya, Dolph.'

And gone was Dolph. 'I've gotta go, Paige.' the demon hunter said, facing the female demon. 'Do ya think ya can handle the shore alone for a while?'

'No problem.' Paige replied. 'I can do it, I've done it alone most of the time anyway. You can borrow my car if you want to. But Finn... for the love of God, please be careful.'

* * *

><p>Burger Benny was that typical kind of fast food chain that would never be found in the big cities but rather on the sides of big highways, no matter how hard the company would try to promote it on TV. Their mascot, a cartoon boy with big blue eyes, red curly hair, freckles, chubby cheeks, wearing a chef's hat and apron and holding a hamburger in his hand, would never be one of the most well-known characters in pop culture. Dolph had always thought how depressing one's life must be if you had to flip burgers, deep-fry frozen French fries and clean the piss and vomit at the play place of a fast food restaurant; he almost felt sorry for the young man with the care-worn face, who was standing behind the cash register and being yelled at by a disgruntled customer. The fast food restaurant itself looked like it had been cleaned recently, but it was still not the kind of place the detective would want to work.<p>

When he heard the sliding doors opening, Dolph looked up and spotted Finn entering the restaurant, who looked around to see where his detective friend was at. The blonde detective waved his hand in the air and the demon hunter noticed him.

'Hey man, how are ya doin'?' Finn asked when he sat down next to Dolph. 'Sorry if I'm late, traffic was a pain in the arse.'

'It's okay, don't worry about it.' the detective replied. 'Do you want to eat something?'

'Nah, that's okay. I just ate. So what do ya got, pal? What did that witness say?'

The trailer park was settled on a rather remote place, and since Levesque City was the closest place nearby with a police force, Dolph and his colleagues were dispatched to investigate the crime scene. While driving his car, the detective had thought about the 911 call that had been made earlier, sparking the investigation. Apparently all the residents of that trailer park had been found dead this afternoon by a young lady who claimed to live at the trailer park herself. She was told to stay at the crime scene until the police arrived, which she clearly did when Dolph parked his car near the trailer park. He could clearly remember how the young woman looked like. She was still young, possibly in her late twenties, had a beautiful mocca-colored skin and she was still trembling all over her body. One of the officers had given her a blanket for some comfort. Her name was Alicia Fox and she had one hell of a story to tell...

'The witness told us that she had been going out with friends the night before the murders took place.' Dolph said. 'Ms. Fox had been sleeping at one of her friends' place. When she came home this afternoon, she saw a tall man with tattoos leaving the trailer park on a motorcycle. But the strangest thing about him was... that all of his tattoos were glowing.'

Finn frowned in confusion. 'Glowin'?'

'Yeah, that's what's in her statement. After that man left, Ms. Fox decided to ask a neighbor, who happens to be close to her, if he knew this man. She could see him lying down on the kitchen floor, dead. When she tried to look for help, she found all the other bodies...' Dolph shook his head. 'I don't think Ms. Fox is going to sleep well for a long time.'

'Ye're damn right about that, that poor lass. But... the news said that no evidence of foul play has been found yet. Do ya got an explanation for that as well?'

'Yeah, I wanted to tell you about that as well. We have been dusting for fingerprints, we have been checking for any possible gas leaks, hell, even for poison in the drinking water... but we've found nothing. There were no signs of forced entry either, all the locks of the trailers were intact.'

Dolph slightly leaned towards Finn. 'Now you tell me, Finn... A mysterious biker with glowing tattoos... a pile of bodies, all undamaged... no signs of forced entry... no fingerprints... what does that sound like to you?'

Oh yes. The demon hunter knew exactly what this was sounding like.

There was no doubt that a demon was behind all of this.
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**Chapter 7**

**Earning A New Enemy**

A man with glowing tattoos... there was no doubt that an ink demon was behind the massacre. But the strange thing was that Finn had never encountered one during his stay in the United States. Not that ink demons were rare, but he had expected to at least encounter five or so during his past months in this country. The demon hunter had fought many ink demons back when he lived in Ireland, some of them were easy to defeat, others were definitely more of a challenge. But challenge or not, once he would track down a malevolent demon, Finn wouldn't give up until the fight would be won. He refused to be one of the demon hunters who would die during the job; the chance was big, but he wasn't planning on dying just yet. No, there were still evil demons to be destroyed. Finn had heard of the gruesome deaths many demon hunters died; decapitation, life force consumed, burned to death, strangulation, torn to pieces, throat ripped open and much more. Horrible deaths, each of them. Just one little mistake, one little slip-up during the battle, and it could be all over for a demon hunter. It wouldn't matter if you were a rookie or a professional, each move in a fight would matter. But Finn had fought demons so many times, he knew exactly which move to make in order to take his opponent down as quick as possible... and give them an immediate death, if that was needed.

Dolph had lightened up a cigarette when they stepped outside Burger Benny, which made the demon hunter snigger; he remembered that Dolph told him that his wife Kaitlyn wanted him to quit smoking because of the stench that lingered in their apartment and the detective had given up his bad habit... and after three full weeks, he had finally given in. Finn hoped for Dolph that Kaitlyn wouldn't smell the nicotine around him at the end of the day, or else he would probably have to sleep on the couch tonight.

But hell... Finn thought Dolph deserved a cigarette after seeing all those dead bodies back in the trailer park.

Finn watched his detective friend drive back onto the highway, planning to head back to the trailer park to join the forensics team to see if he was lucky enough to find evidence. But Finn wasn't that sure that Dolph and his colleagues were going to find anything, no matter how hard they would try. And now that he had obtained information to start a new case, the demon hunter thought it was time to head back to The Pentagram; maybe Paige would happen to know more about this ink demon.

But when Finn entered the highway, it looked like he wasn't going to be back home in time. Everywhere he looked, there were cars, lined up and barely moving. Looking in his rear view mirror, the demon hunter saw that more cars were behind him, closing him in. Damn it, maybe there had been an accident a couple miles further... hopefully nobody got hurt. Traffic wasn't going to be on Finn's side today, that was pretty clear now. Paige was probably going to wonder where he was if he didn't tell her he was going to be late. And maybe she was going to need her car for something... But maybe there was no need to call her; Finn knew this part of the highway, he could exit it at one point and head towards another direction to avoid any more traffic. The ride home was going to last longer if he would do that, but at least he wouldn't be stuck. Finn knew that there was a remote road that would lead him back to Levesque City, he had done this before, it was the best option he had right now. As soon as the demon hunter saw the chance, he turned on his blinker and carefully maneuvered the car between the other cars and safely exited the highway, leaving the traffic behind him.

It didn't last long at all before Finn entered the remote road. It was just like he had expected; there wasn't a single car to be seen, it was him alone. Even though there was green grass everywhere, there wasn't a single tree, thus giving the sun the perfect opportunity to shine bright in the bright blue sky without the hindrance of any shadows. It was a beautiful summer day, but Finn didn't pay much attention to it. As he drove down the road, his mind wandered off to the conversation between him and Dolph. So far he had no idea who this mysterious ink demon was, but he planned on searching for answers as soon as night fell. Because when darkness fell, most demons would come out. Hopefully one of them would cooperate and give him the-

Finn's thoughts were cut short when a humanoid figure with large, white, feathered wings crashed down from the sky and landed right in front of the car.

'Shite!' the demon hunter exclaimed, his heart shooting straight into his throat. With less than a second to think, he steered to his left in an attempt to dodge the figure, which seemed to work... but unfortunately he didn't see the lamppost that was installed next to the road. The impact launched Finn forward as the sound of crashing metal and shattering glass filled his ears and the world around him seemed like shaking. He hit his head against the steering wheel, causing him to grunt in pain. A sharp pain filled his head, but it wasn't enough to knock him out cold. As sudden as the crash happened, it was just as sudden as the world around Finn stopped shaking. The demon hunter slowly lifted his head, trying to ignore the pain. He touched his forehead, but didn't feel anything wet; there was no cut, but the impact sure was going to leave a big bruise.

'What the bloody hell was that thing?' Finn groaned.

His hand searched for the car's door handle and it found it. When Finn opened the door, small pieces of shattered glass fell out of the frame and fell into the grass. The demon hunter stepped out of the crashed vehicle, luckily he hadn't sustained any damage to his legs.

'Have ya lost yer mind?!' he shouted while walking to the road. 'I could've died there, ya stupid-'

The demon hunter abruptly stopped shouting when he got a clear view on the thing that had send him crashing against the lamppost.

A tall man with long dark hair, tanned skin, piercing blue eyes and a sleeve of tattoos was standing in the middle of the road, glaring straight at the demon hunter. A pair of white, feathered wings protruded from his back, looking even larger than they did before the crash now that they were fully spread; it looked like this creature was ready for a fight. Finn had seen many things during his career as a demon hunter, but this... he had never seen anything like this.

'An angel?' he questioned in awe. 'But... how can that be? I thought they had gone extinct...' A professional demon hunter would have studied about the history of the Demon Realm; and the fusion with the fallen Angel Realm would always be an important part of the realm's dark history.

'You're wrong about that.' the angel growled. 'There are still some of us left... and the deaths of my comrades are the doing of you evil bastards! Don't deny that there's demon blood in you! I can see it in your aura! You're a half-demon!'

'Who are ya?'

'The name is Roman.' the angel replied. There was no mistake about it; this was the demon who had been appearing in his vision. While he was flying through the sky this afternoon in his own search for answers, Roman had received another sudden vision. This time he could see the monstrous demon reverting back into his human form, which had briefly made him question if that abomination was entirely demon after all. Then he saw brief flashes of a deserted road, a few miles outside the city. Only one car was driving on that road... and that freak was inside the vehicle. It didn't take long to find him. 'And I am here to end you.'

'End me? What for? Have we ever met? For as far as I am concerned, I don't believe I have any business with ya, Roman.'

'I have had visions of you, half-demon. I can feel in my bones that you are pure evil, I felt it from the moment you appeared in my visions. And I will gladly make it my life mission to eliminate scumbags like you!'

He was serious about this... but there was no way Finn was going to back down.

'Alright then, lad... let's see if ye're strong enough to take on me.' he calmly replied; he was ready for a brawl.

Those words were more than enough for Roman to start the fight.

Light blue energy formed around his fists, shaping into thick gauntlets made of nothing but pure energy. Letting out a furious roar, the angel rapidly charged towards the demon hunter, clenching his fists, ready to launch the first punches. But Finn wasn't planning on letting Roman striking him that easily. Roman was fast enough to reach the demon hunter in a second, but his punches all landed on Finn's arms, which he held in front of his face, using them as a shield. He channeled his dark energy to his arm and launched a punch into Roman's stomach, the energy multiplying the strength of the impact. The angel let out a strangled exclamation in pain, a small drop of blood could been seen flying out of his mouth. The punch had caused the angel to be flung to the asphalt road, but the thought of lying on the asphalt and writhing in pain didn't cross his mind for one second. With one powerful flutter of his wings, Roman ascended into the air and immediately charged towards Finn once again, who was ready to punch him once more. But this time, the angel had a slight change in his attack. As soon as he got close to the demon hunter, he aimed both his feet at his chest and struck him with full force, knocking him to the ground. Roman didn't waste any time and got on top of him. While holding him down with one hand, he punched Finn with the other hand as hard as he could, tearing open the skin underneath his gauntlet. Finn could feel his face break, but he refused to be defeated like this. The demon hunter head butted against the angel's nose with full force, causing him to stop punching and cover his bloody nose, groaning in pain. Finn took this brief moment to fight back, pushing Roman off of him and grabbing his head. Grabbing a fistful of hair, the demon hunter began to bash his head against the asphalt, soon staining it with blood. Finn could feel strong gusts of wind in his back, which was the result of Roman violently flapping his wings in an attempt to escape his death grip, but it was futile. The more Finn bashed Roman's head against the asphalt, the more the movements of the wings weakened. As soon as his wings stopped moving, Finn allowed the dark energy to travel to his arm once more, transforming his hand into a claw in the progress, and threw Roman away as far as he could. The injured angel crashed onto the road four meters away. As soon as his body hit the asphalt, he laid completely still.

For a moment Finn thought he was dead, but when he walked towards the lifeless body, he saw the wings slightly twitching. Finn's demonic powers didn't only give him superhuman strength, but also the power of regeneration; as he got closer to the beaten angel, the wounds on his face quickly started to heal, soon it looked like he had never been beaten with a gauntlet. He heard Roman letting out a soft groan as he tried to get up and saw that he had just enough strength left to roll onto his back and sit up. Blood was streaming down the angel's facing, making his piercing blue eyes nearly intimidating. He glared at the demon hunter, who was now standing in front of him. Finn could easily guess what was going through his mind right now; he was going to kill him, right on this spot.

But he wasn't like that.

'Look, I'm not goin' to kill ya.' the demon hunter said. 'I am not the threat who ya think I am. Here, let me help ya get up.'

Finn reached out his hand, expecting from Roman to grab it and allow him to pull him up. But instead of accepting the gesture, the angel slapped the hand away. 'Get the hell away from me!' he hissed angrily, spitting out droplets of blood mixed with saliva. He clenched his fists and attempted to summon back his gauntlets, but much to his surprise, only a few sparks of energy appeared around his fists. When Roman shifted his attention back to him, Finn felt like his blue eyes were piercing him right through his soul.

'This isn't the end, Finn!' the angel snarled. 'I may be weak now, but I swear to God... if we ever cross paths again... I will murder you! Believe that!'

Then Roman spread his wings, ascended high into the sky, turned around and flew away, heading back to the city. Finn watched him until he disappeared out of his sight.

If they would ever encounter each other again, he would definitely be ready for another brawl.

He rested his hand onto his pocket, where he felt something; he quickly realized that it was his pistol. Damn it, why didn't he think of using that earlier during the fight? But even if he used it... would bullets made of rock salt have any effect on angels? Finn wasn't quite sure of that. Turning around, he saw Paige's car, or what was left of it, with its front nearly entirely wrapped around the lamppost. There was no way in hell that thing was going to work again.

'Great...' Finn mumbled in annoyance. 'Paige is not goin' to be happy with this.'

Something was telling him that this was going to be one long walk.
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**Chapter 8**

**Who's Afraid Of The Big Bad Lone Wolf?**

Where the hell was he?

That was the only question that was on Paige's mind right now. Almost three hours (maybe even more by now, she hadn't looked at the clock yet) had passed since Finn had left The Pentagram and the female demon hadn't heard a thing of him since then. Normally she wasn't really that worried whenever her tenant/employee went out to do his job and give those evil bastards a taste of their own medicine, but this time he had gone out to talk with Dolph... something that shouldn't take that ridiculously long.

For the whole afternoon, Paige was forced to handle all the customers that visited her shop and there were many customers that day, more than usual, she figured out this was probably because it was the weekends. She had to do everything alone, something she was used to, but she couldn't help but be mad at Finn for a moment. Damn it, why did he have to go now? But Paige decided to put her anger aside and focus on her work; Finn was doing his work as well, so she shouldn't be mad at him for that.

But by the time Paige closed down The Pentagram, the demon hunter still hadn't returned.

That's when the female demon started to get worried. She constantly checked her cell phone to see if he had left any messages or even tried to call her, but there was nothing. And even when Paige tried to call him, a monotone voice of a woman announced that the number she had tried to reach wasn't available at the moment, which made a really uncomfortable feeling well up in her guts. Could it be that something happened to Finn? While sweeping the floor of the shop, Paige had tried to ignore that feeling, telling herself that Finn would knock on the door at any moment now, but nobody showed up. When she went upstairs to her apartment, hundreds of thoughts of what could've possibly happened to the demon hunter went through Paige's mind. An ambush by a shape-shifting demon, a horrible car crash, those were just two of the many thoughts.

Staring through the window and watching the sun lowered behind the buildings of Levesque City, the female demon waited for a sign of life from the demon hunter, it didn't matter how small it was, it would still mean that he was still alive and unharmed. Damn... who ever thought she would be worried about a demon hunter, the one thing she had to despise the most. The number one enemy of every demon... and yet here she was, worrying where he could be. Paige had to admit, she had very little trust in Finn during the first days he was staying at The Pentagram. But as time went on, she saw that there was no reason to distrust him. Finn was a good employee, she could always have a nice conversation with him and even though she often wished that he would be more careful whenever he would come back to The Pentagram, she would be relieved to see him back.

She had started to care about him like some sort of brother; that was the best way Paige could describe.

Three knocks on the door downstairs alarmed her almost immediately. Paige turned around, exited the apartment and quickly downstairs, hoping from the bottom of her heart that it was who she thought it was. Thankfully her hopes were justified when she heard a familiar voice with an Irish accent calling out her name behind the door, asking if she was there. Opening the door, the female demon's heart cringed in relief.

It was Finn, thank God. And it looked like he was completely unharmed, but large sweat stains were visible on his armpits.

'Finn!' Paige exclaimed in a hushed voice. 'Quick, get in before someone sees you!'

She practically pulled the demon hunter inside, her eyes quickly darting around to see if anyone else was outside before shutting the door. Once the door was closed, her relief turned into anger.

'Where in the bloody hell were you?!' the female demon shouted angrily. 'Do you have any idea how fucking worried I was?! Why didn't you pick up your bloody cell phone?! I thought something had happened to you! I even thought at one point you were dead, you bloody idiot!'

Finn decided to ignore the angry insults; worry can do a lot of things to a person after all. 'I'm sorry about this Paige, I really am.' he said calmly. 'But even if I wanted to call ya, I couldn't.'

'What? Why?'

'Because... Because my phone was destroyed when I crashed yer car. I had to walk all the way back.'

'Wait... you... you crashed my car?!' The bad news only increased Paige's anger, so much that her eyes started to glow with a strange, dark blue light. 'You crashed my fucking car?! That car was brand new, goddamn it! Do you know for how long I've saved up money to buy one?! Months, Finn! Months! How the fuck did you-'

'Paige, calm down, let me explain.' Finn was convinced that if he was going to start shouting too, the female demon's rage would unleash in a burst of dark energy, possibly wiping the whole store clean off the Earth if they were unlucky enough. 'I didn't do it on purpose, believe me. Somethin' had appeared in front of the car and I dodged it... but I accidently crashed yer car in the progress. I'm sorry for that. I'll get ya another one as soon I have enough money, okay? Now please calm down, or else ya might blow up the store.'

Much to his relief, the demon hunter saw the glow in Paige's eyes softening until it was completely gone. 'What appeared in front of the car, then?' she asked.

'An angel. He claimed that he was havin' visions of me for some reason and he wanted to fight. But I won, though. But he seemed to be pretty ticked off... told me that he would kill me if we'd ever meet again. I have never met that lad in my entire life and yet he thought I was some threat.'

'Really? Are you serious? But... I thought angels had gone extinct.' Just like any other demon, Paige knew about the extension of her home realm, which happened nearly ten years ago; if she could apologize to the angels for the misery her kind had caused, she would do it. 'But I seriously hope you won't encounter him again.'

'Aye, he was a pretty strong lad, but I'm not afraid of him. I'll kick his arse back to the Angel Realm if I have to.'

'Don't be too confident, you. Before you know it, he might bring along more of his buddies.'

'Then I'll kick their arses as well. I'm not afraid of any angel, Paige.'

Paige let out a soft sigh and shook her head; she could feel a slight headache coming up. She sure hoped Finn wouldn't see that angel again anytime soon. 'So... what did Dolph have to say to you? Did he have some useful information?'

'Aye, he sure had. It was about that trailer park we saw on the news. Dolph and his buddies hadn't found any evidence, all the bodies were untouched. That already sounds like demon activity if ya ask me. But there was a witness who had seen someone drivin' away from the trailer park and here's the kicker; the lad had glowin' tattoos. Now ya tell me, Paige... does this sound like an ink demon or what?'

'Wait... you said that he was driving away from the trailer park... what kind of vehicle was he driving?'

'A motorcycle, I believe. Why? Do you know a demon who drives a motorcycle?'

Paige didn't say anything for a brief moment, but nodded. She knew damn well who Finn was talking about... and it made her feel anything but comfortable.

'His name is Baron Corbin.' she replied. 'I have known him when I lived in the Demon Realm. He was pretty much a lone wolf, crossing the realm on his motorcycle and reluctant about having company. He was always on his own. But that didn't mean he was a weak demon. I have seen him fighting, Finn. That bloke is merciless, brutal. He tears through his opponents with ease, I have seen it all at the annual Tournament. I have never been a competitor, always been a spectator. Baron is an absolute beast. I believe he had always wanted to kill his opponents in the most brutal ways possible. But I've never seen him advancing to the finals because he would always disappear, I guess the only reason why he entered the Tournament was to merely prove a point or something. That's how he had made quite a reputation for himself in the Demon Realm. I'm not sure if he had ever gone to the Mortal Realm though, but even then... I honestly can't help but wonder what he's planning to do here. But he's up to no good, I'm convinced about that. I can feel it in my bones.'

'We will find out soon about that.' Finn replied. 'I have a strong feelin' that the demons out there may know more about his intensions. And I'm going to the bottom of this.'

Finn was determined to find answers tonight. One way or another, he was going to find them.

* * *

><p>When the sun had fully disappeared behind the horizon, Baron could feel his eyes slightly stinging with tiredness. That was a bad sign, he knew that. He had heard stories of humans who were foolish enough to fall asleep while driving, thus resulting them in crashing against another vehicle or a tree, turning themselves into a bloody pulp of flesh, broken bones and blood.<p>

The ink demon found himself riding his motorcycle in a complete wasteland, it didn't look like he was going to reach civilization anytime soon. True, if he kept on driving he would, but night was about to fall, he could feel the temperature that had been so hot during the day quickly dropping and he had been driving for many hours straight, so he was forced to call it quits for today.

Finn Bálor should count himself lucky for Baron giving him one extra day to live.

The ink demon never had problems with sleeping next to the road during his journey through the Mortal Realm. He'd park his motorcycle on the side of the road, take off his sleeveless leather jacket, fold it into a make-shift pillow, make a little campfire for himself and off he went to sleep. He had done this many times, because hey, if you can't find a proper place to sleep, you had to do something. It wasn't always that pleasant, but he didn't care. Because Baron knew that when he would wake up the next morning, he would be one day closer to finding Finn Bálor and claiming his well-deserved throne in the Demon Realm.

But tonight it looked like Baron might finally sleep in a bed.

The ink demon spotted a big wooden building in the distance, decorated with bright red neon lights. Upon closer inspection, he saw a couple of Harley Davidsons parked outside the building, perfectly lined up. It was a biker bar, Baron quickly realized. It was the first building he had seen on this goddamn road, he wasn't convinced that he was going to find something better if he passed it, not even some lousy motel where he would probably be greeted by bed bugs, an unexplainable stench in the bathroom and the loud sex noises of his neighbors. No, Baron had done that once, and after that experience he would much rather spend the night on the side of the road, sleeping on the rocky ground. That goddamn couple in the room next to him were lucky that he was in a good mood that night, or else he would've made them scream for a whole different reason.

The biker bar looked like the best place to take a break from today.

'Lucky Thirteen...' Baron mumbled after parking his motorcycle, reading the bar's name that was written in a red neon light. The walls of the biker bar were adorned with neon lights in all shades of red, forming the figures of motorcycles and nude women; definitely Baron's kind of place.

Stepping inside the building, the ink demon hoped that Lucky Thirteen had some good booze to offer him.


	9. Mark My Words

**Chapter 9**

**Mark My Words**

'Well... not as lively as I expected.' Baron mumbled to himself when he looked around.

When he entered Lucky Thirteen, he had thought that the biker bar would be brewing with life. The ever-present smell of alcohol, loud laughter from the bikers, the occasional shattering of a beer glass dropping to the wooden floor, rock music played by a local band on the stage, the impact of a fist hitting a face, a surprised exclamation of a woman being suddenly pulled onto some big biker's lap, all the things that made Baron enjoy visiting a biker bar. It was possibly the only kind of place in the Mortal Realm that he actually liked to visit, the atmosphere in those bars felt just right for him. But he never felt like talking to anyone when he was sitting there at the bar, sipping of his glass of beer and listening to the rock music that could be even heard when you were inside the bathroom stalls. Baron noticed that the bartender would often try to have a little meaningless conversation with him, but he wouldn't bother to reply to any of his questions. Wherever he was going and what his plans were after arriving on his destination were none of this guy's business. The bartender would almost immediately notice that, decide to forgo the attempted conversation and continue serving the roughneck customers.

Looking around the biker bar, Baron saw a large wooden bar with three planks behind it, filled with bottles of all kinds of alcoholic drinks; one glance at the bottles made the ink demon already thirsty for a good glass of beer. Numerous wooden tables and chairs were spread throughout the bar, giving every visitor a spot to sit at and a chair to smash each other's brain in if things got heated. A jukebox was seen in the far right corner of the biker bar, the neon lights bright and lively. A big round stage was build in the back, but there were no instruments on it. A pool table was put in the far left corner, just a few steps away from the bar. An ashtray was put on the edge of the pool table with a smoldering cigarette in it.

The interior of Lucky Thirteen looked nice if you'd ask the ink demon... but the main reason why it wasn't that lively was because all the visitors were dead.

Baron saw around ten lifeless bodies of bikers sprawled all over the floor, while a couple other bodies were still in the chairs with their upper bodies slumped over. The last things they must've done before their sudden deaths were playing poker and drinking whiskey, judging from the cards and the half-full glasses Baron saw on the tables. The ink demon quickly glanced behind the bar, only to find out that the barkeeper was one of the casualties. No blood could be found on the wooden floor; all the bodies seemed to be undamaged. Every normal human being would immediately run out screaming hysterically and call the police, but the sight of the numerous dead bodies didn't do anything to make Baron flinch. He was used to seeing corpses, mostly because he was the one who wouldn't hesitate to take somebody's life. Whether his victim would be a human or a demon, it didn't matter to him; once you had the nerve to piss Baron off, your life would be sure to end in the blink of an eye. Those stupid fuckers back at the gas station earlier today were the perfect examples of this.

A thumb strummed over the string of a guitar, producing a soothing note and breaking the silence in the biker bar. Baron looked up and immediately saw an all too familiar face, the person who was responsible for the deaths of the visitors of Lucky Thirteen. Only now he spotted the tall man on the stage, sitting on a barstool, tuning his guitar. He had dark hair, a neatly trimmed beard and was wearing a black and white checkered scarf, black t-shirt, a couple of necklaces, a pair of ripped black jeans and clean black shoes. Black and white scarves were bound around his wrists. Baron knew exactly who this guy was... because he too was a resident of the Demon Realm.

The demon with the guitar noticed the ink demon staring at him and grinned from ear to ear. 'I thought you would never notice me sitting here, old pal.' he said. 'You were staring around so much, I don't even think you saw me when you entered.'

'Elias, you son of a bitch!' Baron replied with a smile, something that could be rarely seen on his face. 'Back in the Mortal Realm again, aren't you, you damn drifter? What are you doing in a godforsaken shithole like this place?'

'And you are clearly pretty foul-mouthed as always, Baron. When was the last time your voice produced beautiful words instead of foul insults? But you know me... every place in this realm is my home. A free bird like me shouldn't be caged, it's against my nature. This bar is no exception. And these fine gentlemen here...' Elias gestured to the dead bodies. 'Their life forces tasted so sweet on my tongue. It would've been a shame if I had let them walk out and let them waste it. I couldn't be any more glad when they booked me to play for tonight. These men had the honor to listen to my music before I consumed their life forces. It took just less than one minute before they were all in trance. My guitar never fails to entrance those who listen to the music. A soothing song before you die... isn't that the kind of death everyone longs to?'

So it looked like the owner of Lucky Thirteen was foolish enough to let a music demon play at his bar; no wonder everyone was dead by the end of the day. Baron knew Elias as a fellow demon who roamed the Demon Realm, never staying at one place and always moving to a new destination. Like the drifter he was, the Mortal Realm was no exception, but when Elias decided to roam that realm, chances were that people were going to die under the influence of his magical guitar. As soon as they were entranced by the hypnotizing music he played, the music demon wouldn't waste any time to consume his victims' life forces. Baron didn't consider Elias as his friend, more like someone he could tolerate at most. He too was a loner, so he could relate himself to him in one way.

'Yeah, I suppose so...' Baron replied. 'Too bad they had to listen to your music before they died.'

'That doesn't sound very nice of you, Baron.'

'I'm not a nice person, you should know that.'

'Ah, how could I forget? Baron Corbin, the lone wolf of the Demon Realm... not a ray of sunshine could melt away the ice that encases you heart, it must feel so cold in your chest.'

'Whatever. Do you want a beer or something? I'm thinking of getting it myself, I don't think this poor fucker behind the bar isn't going to get it sooner or later.'

Elias couldn't help but chuckle at the dark joke. 'No, I don't want anything, thank you. You help yourself.'

'I will.' There was no way that he was going to drink a beer that has been already drank by one of the deceased visitors. Baron walked towards the bar and got behind it. He grabbed a clean glass and kicked away the dead bartender's leg, which was blocking his way. He filled the glass with fresh beer; the smell made the corners of his mouth twitch into a small smile.

'I honestly don't understand how you can drink that liquid garbage.' Elias said when the ink demon walked to the stage with the glass of beer in his hand, wrinkling his nose in disgust. 'It's so repulsive... how could you possibly enjoy drinking human drinks?'

Baron sat down on the edge of the stage and took a big sip from the glass of beer. The bitter but pleasant taste, mixed with the tingling alcohol, formed a cold, delightful sensation on his tongue; this is what he had longed for so much while riding in the heat, next to tracking down Finn Bálor.

'It's the only good thing about this damn realm, if you'd ask me.' the ink demon mumbled after swallowing down his beer, staring at his glass. 'This is the only drink here that doesn't make me want to vomit.'

'Hmm... this realm is indeed a mess.' Elias said with a thoughtful look in his olive green eyes. 'I have seen how violent humans can be. I wonder if it's in their nature, no, now that I think about it, I think this might very well be true. Humans aren't that much different from demons.'

The ink demon didn't respond to the music demon's philosophical rambling and took another sip from his beer; he didn't give a damn if this realm would be nearly just as violent as the Demon Realm, he didn't bother to think about that at all. No, he had more important things on his mind... like finding the Bastard Demon.

Elias glanced towards the entrance of the biker bar, as if he expected somebody to come in at any moment. But whoever he was expecting, that person didn't show up, which made the music demon wonder about something... this began to feel strange to him.

'Where's Eva Marie?' he asked.

'What?'

'Where is she? Didn't you leave the Demon Realm with her?'

The ink demon knew exactly what his 'friend' was talking about. When he traveled to the Mortal Realm to put his plan into action, he was accompanied by a succubus with bright red hair and full red lips who was more than willing to help her lover to accomplish his goal. Eva Marie... damn it, just when he had fully forgotten about that fucking bitch. He mentally cursed Elias for bringing up his ex-lover.

'Yeah. We did.' he grumbled.

'Then where is she?'

'Let's just say that we parted ways.' Baron replied curtly.

'Really? Well, that's a damn shame...' Elias ran a thumb over the strings of his guitar, producing a soothing tune. Closing his eyes for a moment, remembering how the red-haired succubus looked like. 'Ah yes, Eva Marie... a true beauty she was. Her hair and lips will always remind me of a freshly blossomed rose... I ought to write a song based on her. She would be a perfect muse...'

'You do whatever you want, pal. I'll have to admit, Eva Marie wasn't that skilled when it came to combat, but that mean streak of her... man, what a woman that succubus was. That's how she won me over.'

Baron had been a lone wolf for as long as he could remember, but when he crossed paths with Eva Marie, she had made him fall for her by showing that she could be the meanest bitch in the entire Demon Realm. Holy hell, she was so delightfully bitchy, so more vicious than the other female demons out there... for her, Baron made an exception; he allowed Eva Marie to become his lover. She knew about him wanting to find Finn Bálor and she supported him. That's why the ink demon allowed her to come with him to the Mortal Realm.

But it didn't last long before Baron went back to being a lone wolf again...

'So what happened then?' Elias asked. 'Where is she now?'

Baron shrugged. 'I don't know. And honestly, I don't really care where that bitch is. Probably walking at the side of the road or bawling her eyes out in a dirty bathroom stall of some godforsaken gas station, I guess. Let me tell you something, Elias. The first days we traveled through this country went... well, fine, I suppose. Since it's in a succubus' nature, Eva seduced men she met in bars and alleyways so she could eat their life force. I've seen her do it, I've seen it all how she sucked faces with those poor bastards before she killed them, but I didn't mind it back then; as long as she would do it for the life forces, then it would be fine with me. But as time went on... I saw her seducing men without taking their life forces.'

'Oh...'

'Now if there's one thing that you shouldn't do to me, Elias, is fucking around with some other guy behind my back. I had to teach her a lesson. Slapped her around a bit and I was sure that she would learn not to fuck with me. But now that I think about it, I think Eva had a whole different idea in her head...'

'What do you mean? What did she do?'

Baron took another big sip of his glass of beer before he continued to talk; all this talking about some bitch he used to be in a relationship with made him thirsty. 'A couple of days later, we were taking a break at this small town, I don't even remember the name of it. I was suddenly attacked by some guy who turned out to be a demon hunter, but he wasn't a professional. No, this fucker was a goddamn rookie. Of course he didn't stand a chance against me, that son of a bitch was lucky I didn't kill him on the spot. And here's the kicker; he suddenly blurts out that some lady with bright red hair had paid him quite some money to kill me. Now Elias, I want you to think about something. Who jumps into your mind when someone mentions a bitch with bright red hair? You tell me.'

'Eva Marie, of course.' The music demon could feel a mild shiver run over his spine. That succubus had made a huge mistake by bribing a rookie demon hunter to take someone like Baron out. 'Then what happened?'

'At first I considered to kill her, of course. But then I changed my mind and decided to do something to her that's much, much, much worse than death. Let's just say that I made it a lot harder for Eva to seduce men. From that moment on, I traveled alone... and I let that stupid bitch rot on the side of the road.'

Elias could see Baron's eyes growing darker when he finished his story. Baron's eyes were nearly black of their own, but when he mentioned what he had done to Eva Marie, his irises had grown pitch black; the music demon didn't have enough courage to ask Baron what exactly he had done to his ex-lover. Whatever it was, it wasn't good, that was for sure. But at one side, Elias thought Eva had been a fool by trying to let a dangerous ink demon like Baron get killed. Such a beauty... but what a fool she was.

'So why are you here in the Mortal Realm in the first place?' the music demon asked after a brief silence between the two demons. 'I thought you were never interested in visiting this place.'

'True, but I've got big plans.' Baron took another gulp of his beer, but this time it was smaller. 'Have you ever heard of Finn Bálor, the Bastard Demon? That demon hunter?'

Elias chuckled and nodded. 'Oh yes, I have heard of him alright. He may be a bastard, but I've heard many stories about his strength... Rumors has it that he's one of the most powerful demons out there. But not only that, though. I've heard that he's living in Levesque City, a lot of demons have spotted him there. It's not too far away from here, so you're on the right way. But what do you want from someone like him?'

'I know how powerful he is, Elias... that's why I want his blood as ink for my tattoos. If I succeed in that, I will be the most dominant demon the Demon Realm has ever known.' Just by thinking about made a smug smile spread across the ink demon's face. 'The other demons will tremble when they cross paths with me. One for one, I will make them fall. I shall prove that I am the most powerful and dominant demon there is. No other demon could be compared to me, not even the legendary Undertaker. I have absorbed enough blood and consumed enough life forces to be a match to that son of a bitch. Hell, I have consumed the life forces of the residents of an entire trailer park. That place was literally radiating with the color of bitterness. Light blue... I saw that aura in all of their chests. It was so easy. Almost all of them were asleep. I just had to turn into a puddle of ink, slide underneath the doors of their trailers and their life forces were all mine. Those bitter, unemployed bastards didn't stand a chance.'

'Ah... so it was you, then.' A chuckle escaped past Elias' lips.

'What's so funny?' Baron asked.

'You are so sure of yourself...' the music demon spoke. 'But how can you be so sure that you can take on Finn Bálor? An entire trailer park could not be enough, you know. Don't let your ego overshadow your judgment, Baron. Many demons have made that mistake when they tried to defeat the Bastard Demon... and they all lost. You could never do this alone, Baron.'

'Don't you dare to doubt me, Elias.' Baron growled. 'I am not like those other idiots. I know that I'm strong enough. How about I show it to you?'

'Hmm... I don't see why not.'

'Good.'

Little did Elias know that he had made the biggest mistake of his life by agreeing to fight with Baron.

The ink demon carelessly threw away his nearly-empty glass of beer, shattering into many tiny pieces when it hit the wooden floor. Just as he wanted to get up and charge towards the music demon, Elias had already gotten up from his seat and quickly grabbed Baron by the neck, firmly squeezing as he wrapped his fingers around it. Elias may have been slightly smaller than Baron, but that didn't mean that he was less stronger than him. Baron grunted and briefly clawed at his hand, which had started to cut off the oxygen. But the music demon wasn't planning on choking him. Instead of that, he threw Baron off the stage with all the strength he had, sending him flying into a table which immediately broke in two upon impact. The ink demon could feel tiny pieces of wood pricking into his skin, but completely ignored it.

'Too slow! I told you that you were not ready yet, Baron!' Elias exclaimed with a smug grin on his face. 'You are no match for Finn!'

But Baron wasn't planning on proving Elias right. 'No... you're wrong about that.'

The music demon had no idea that Baron had summoned a large pool of black ink, mixed with streaks of red and blue, right behind him. As if the pool of ink had a life of its own, it attacked Elias from behind like some sort of wave. But instead of washing over him, the demonic ink ensnared the music demon's arms, legs and waist, immediately freezing upon contact with the skin. Elias was trapped in a wave of crystallized ink with nowhere to go, no matter how hard he tried to break free from his restrains. He could feel his heart beating in his head as he realized that escape was impossible. Elias still tried to escape when he watched Baron approaching him, his eyes growing wider and wider with fear. Baron stepped onto the stage with the most sinister smile he had ever seen.

'I think you don't have to use that anymore.' the ink demon said, grabbing Elias' guitar, which he was still holding in his clenched fist. Without any warning, Baron slammed the guitar against Elias' head, earning a grunt of pain from him. The wood splintered upon impact, some tiny pieces cut the music demon's face. There was now little of the guitar left, only the neck; the thick strings were curled and a few small pieces of wood were dangling from the bottom of the neck.

'You shouldn't have doubted me, Elias.' Baron calmly spoke. 'Looks like I have proven you wrong. Mark my words, you fucker. I am going to be the most dominant demon in the Demon Realm, one way or the other.' He raised the guitar's neck in the air, ready for delivering the final blow. Elias immediately realized what was coming to him. 'I guess I've proven my point now. It's been fun, pal.'

And then Baron drove the neck into Elias' head with full force. The sound of a breaking skull echoed through the biker bar, along with the sound of brains turning into mush. Taking a few steps back, Baron watched as Elias' body twitched a couple of times before it fully died. The ink demon snapped his fingers and the frozen wave of ink that had ensnared Elias liquefied and disappeared without leaving a single stain, dropping the music demon's dead body to the floor.

Baron's point had been proven.

Staring at the blood dripping from his newest victim's head, the ink demon decided that he would absorb it later on. Without feeling anything that came close to remorse, he walked towards the bar and filled up a new glass with beer for himself. With a fresh glass of beer in his hand, he leaned against the bar and looked around while occasionally taking a sip. Normally he would never remember the last words of his victims, but there was something that Elias had said that stuck with him.

_'You could never do this alone, Baron.'_

Was Finn Bálor really that powerful? Baron always had the strong feeling that he could defeat the Bastard Demon, but now, for the first time during his journey in the Mortal Realm, he felt something that felt like... doubt. He knew that he shouldn't rush his attack, that would be a foolish mistake. He had to think of a strategic plan, but he had never really thought of the perfect plan.

Could a little back-up be useful to him? Like... some kind of shield that could take most of the damage for him? But where could he find someone who would be willing to help him with fighting Finn Bálor? Baron assumed that he couldn't rely on his fellow demons for help, no, they would probably cower away if he would explain the plan to them. Then who would be willing to help him?

The ink demon walked towards the entrance of the biker bar, where a small sign with the words 'open' and 'closed' were printed on the sides. He turned the sign around, so that the word 'closed' could be read. Lucky Thirteen would act like a good hideout for now... and thanks to Elias, Baron finally had a good clue of where his target could be.

He still had the whole night left to wonder about who would be willing to be his 'shield'.


End file.
